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ERRATA. 



PAGE 30.— Fifth line from foot of page. " bets " 
should read *" bots." 



PAGE 31.— Eighteenth line d 
slum 

PAGE 31.— Eighth line from Foot of page. 



own. " Mechslag " 
should read " Mechelag." 

" high " 



should read " higher 

PAGE 36.— Fourth line down. The word "me" 
. should occur between "give" and "gifts." 

* The larvae of the botfly, found in the flesh of animals. 
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LIVEDA 

FRANCIS 

EMMANUEL 

THE ABBOT OF CHILDWALL 

JOHN 

MATTHEW 

SIMON 



MICHAEL 

AMBROSE 

1st WOMAN CITIZEN 

2nd WOMAN CITIZEN 

MISTRESS HALS ALL 

MONKS 



ACT I. Scene 1. The Gate of Child wall Abbey. 

Scene 2. The Abbey Interior. Next day. 

Scene 3. The same. A week later. 

ACT II. Scene 1. The Cloisters. Evening, before Vespers. 

Scene 2. The next evening. Riotous behaviour. 

Scene 3. The Cloisters. John and Liveda. 

ACT III. Scene L A Street in Childwall. 

Scene 2. The Abbey Interior. 
Scene 3/ '".The Chapel. Evening. 

Scene 4. Outside Liveda's cell. 



ACT IV. Scene .1. The Abbey Vaults. 

Scene 2. Liveda in the Vaults. 

Scene 3. A Street in Childwall. 

Scene 4. The Abbey Vaults. 
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Good traveller, pause, be cautious how you speak, 

'Twere better that you speak in whispers now, 

For this is Childwall, here the winding roads 

Where once the Demon Monk, whose thirst for blood 

Waylaid the tired and lonely traveller. 

Upon this spot the antient Abbey stood, 

And twenty lusty monks, Cistercian clad, 

Pursued their holy bent in pious works, 

When Richard Third was Sovereign Lord and King. 

Amidst the thickly-wooded oaks and elms 

Old Childwall stands, whilst seven miles away 

And to the West that city of a thousand 

Waterways sends out her ships to every 

Coast. For Liverpool has risen much beyond 

The Abbey village known a thousand years. 

The youthful Phoenix from the ashes fans 

Its wings and indicates the flight of time, 

And on its wings with speed we backwards fly 

Five hundred years to live again the past. 

The Abbot Anthony and his good monks 

With pallid fear upon their faces move 

In fear of unknown evil which abounds 

The Abbey and the three long-winding roads. 

Fly not away, take courage, tremble not, 

The Abbey's gate is opening and we see 

The stranger from afar pass through the gate 

Which opens wide to all who would find peace. 

Stay, stay, what terror this which strikes our hearts? 

It is the Demon Monk, whose evil soul 

Found peace at Chi'dwall and was purified 

By sacrifice of human blood and drained 

From out the veins of Father Anthony. 

Close not your eyes, miss nothing of the play, 

Shut not your ears, the words will teach you much. 

Go not your way until you are assured 

The Demon Monk Liveda he has passed. 

The curtain slowly rises, with us come, 

Read on the gates the words " Pax Vobiscum." 
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ACT I. 



Scene 1 : Discovered : Liveda feebly tugging at the rope bell outside the 
gate of Childwall Abbey. Monks heard singing in the distance. 



LivEda {weakly) : 

Open, in God's name, a Brother seeks rests. 

Francis (from within) : 

Content, content, I come, be of good heart, 
Childwall Abbey opens its gates to all. 

(Francis opens the gates and Livedo, who has been leaning 
against them, falls into his arms). 

LivEda (very weakly) : 
Food and rest. 

Francis : 

Holy Mother of God, he is well spent. 
Ho, there, Emmanuel, come hither, haste. 
(enter Emmanuel). 

Emmanuel : 

The Lord be with us, he is nigh to death. 
This pinched face and ghastliness of skin 
Doth tell of hunger which is long endured. 

Francis : 

Come, give assistance, the warmth of kitchen 
Will his frame give heat and there is wine 
To circulate his veins, restore t'life. 

(They both carry in Livedo as the curtain drops). 



CURTAIN. 



ACT I 



SCENE II. 



The Abbey Interior. Next day. 

Discovered : The Abbot questioning the stranger. 



Abbot : 



Whence comest thou, O brother? From afar? 



Li veda : 



Aye, good Abbot, from afar. 



Abbot : 



Thou hast travelled many leagues? 



Liveda : 



Yes, many leagues, 'tis true, and from the East. 
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Abbot : 



IvIVEDA . 



Abbot 



Thou dost wear the habit of black; art thou of the Augustinian 
Friars ? 

It may be that I am, good Abbot. 

Thou art yet tired, I will question no more. But tell me but this 
how art thou named? 



Li veda : 



Abbot 



Fiveda is my name, just Fiveda. 



Fiveda? Then thou art Italian? 



Fiveda : 



Abbot : 



Fiveda 



It may be that I am. 

Whate'er thou art, the Abbe)- welcomes thee. 
Go, make thy peace with all "the Brethren here, 
And with them undertake whatever task 
Thy strength allows, or hide the time in rest. 



Abbot 



Fiveda : 



Rest for body truly but, not for mind, 
For there are chambers of the mind disturbed' 
Which conjure up strange phantoms of the past, 
AVhich whisper to my innermost soul and say, 
" Thou must partake of food more subtle than 
The food partaken by the normal man." 

Then the phantoms are right indeed, brother, 
For here within these walls a subtle food, 
And much abundant, can be found by all 
Who spend their time in right meditation. 



Abbot : 



John : 



Abbot : 



Aye, subtle food, good Abbot, such I seek. (exit). 

The saints forfend that he should find it not, 
For he is sore perplexed in his poor brain. 
Some weighty sorrow lurks within his depths 
And doth disturb his peace of mind and soul. 
(enter John). 

Good father, think you not this stranger monk 
Has manner strange enough to make one think 
He suffered from a mind that is diseased? 

May God forbid, but what gives thee such thought? 
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John : 



Abbot 



John 



Abbot 



I 01 IN 



Abbot : 



'Tis but a moment since I saw him pass 

And he in seeing really saw me not. 

A ghastly smile was opening on his face 

And then his lips did move and spake these words : 

" Aye, subtle food and much there is to find 

Within these walls. How soon may come the feast?" 
What think'st thou underlies those words? 

Good brother John, methinks he needs great care 
For he is burdened by a sorrow which 
Doth weigh him down and gives his soul remorse. 
We all must fardels bear and with what strength 
Each one of us possess give them support. 
And if the Lord in His great wisdom sees 
They are too hard to bear, then in compassion 
Gives us greater strength and understanding 
To bear them, or removes them altogether. 

The Lord can do all things, in Him I trust, 
And yet within myself I have a fear 
Of something that forebodes evil intent. 

Come, John, thou art not prone to such musings. 

This Liveda is ill, and though so poor 

In, body, may be the richer in spirit. 

Let us render corporeal works of mercy 

As is our wont, then he, more strengthened in 

His mortal frame, may free his soul of that 

Which for the while gives him so much unquiet. 

Pray God that what thou say'st will come to pass, 
For he shall have my prayers at every Mass. (exit). 

John, good friend and brother, he has a noble 
Heart, but yet he sees not into souls of 
Men. This poor Liveda, seeking subtle 
Food, may have his fill for here are sacred 
Works which, when perused and meditated 
In the rightful mind, give nourishment to 
Hungry soul. His mien is strange, his speech but 
Scanty, but who shall call this fault, rather 
May it mark a depth of soul more used to 
Pious deeds and holy thoughts and surfaced 
Through mortifying flesh, contemplation. 
Here, in Childwall, let him seek and find what 
He desires, the lonely cell and cloisters 
With sunlight stealing through their apertures 
Shall give him hope and strength and brighter days. 



CURTAIN. 
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ACT I 



SCENE III. 



The same. One week later. 

Discovered : The monks in conversation with the Abbot. 



Abbot : 

Good brothers, I implore that ye do speak 
Of such temptations that doth make ye break 
The discipline of silence. 

1st Brother : 

Good Abbot, we are truly sore perplexed 
And for this reason have we sought advice 
From thee, that thou in thy great wisdom can 
Dispel this strange affliction come o'er us 
To break the monotony of silence. 

Abbot : 

Monotony of silence? Come, expound. 
Do we not in the silence walk with God 
And hearken to His wisdom in our thoughts? 
Do not your exercises teach you this? 
How then can silence be monotonous? 

2nd Brother : 

We know not, father, what has brought this change 
In us; it is as though we were besailed 
By demons who would seek to swerve us from 
The path of righteousness. 

Abbot : 

'Tis very strange that ye are obsessed thus. 
What cause is there to make ye thus behave? 
Which one amongst ye by his spoken word 
Or sign or other implication has 
Caused any of his brethren to think thus 
That silence is monotonous? 

1st Brother : 

Not I, good father. 

2nd Brother : 
Nor I. 

Abbot (to other brethren) : 

What have ye to say? 
Brethren : 

Nought, good father. 
Abbot: . ■.;,.. 

Then all of ye return unto your cells 

And there in penance fortify your souls 

Against adversity. Each one recite 
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For morning, noon and eve the Litany 
Of the Blessed Virgin and confined be 
Unto his cell until this dreaded pall 
Has passed beyond our sacred precincts. 
(The Brethren retire, except John ant 



the Abbot). 



John : 



Abbot 



John 



Abbot 



John : 



Good father, know'st thou the cause of this? 
How comes it that these pious gentle monks 
Who have for years in cause of sanctity 
Have listened to the holy word of God, 
Then in a moment, like unbridled fire, 
Are changed to unwise, unholy works 
Which mar the soul and cause them to recant 
Our sacred vows? 



"Tis very strange, and yet temptation came 

To our L,ord Jesus when He climbed the mount. 

But Jesus did not fall to temptation. 

True indeed, but can we compare ourselves 
To Jesus who was truly Son of God? 



Nay, nay, good father, yet are we not all 
Children of our Great and Mighty Father? 



Abbot : 



John : 



Abbot 



Verily, my son, but forget not this : 
While yet we have not found that higher self 
Which elevates us to that lofty plane 
Of spirit wherein we can with greater 
Wisdom see the evils which our mortal 
Flesh is heir to, temptations e'er will come. 
The soul, when fortified with pious works, 
Unfolded mind and love for all mankind, 
Can overcome the snares of evil one. 



Our brothers had the strength of mind to see 
Their erring ways, but yet their spirits weak 
Had not the power to combat temptation. 
And yet our discipline should give such strength 
To overcome the snares of evil one. 

'Yea, that is true, and yet T know not why 
The discipline should fail; but as it failed 
A stronger remedy has been prescribed 
To meet these ills. 
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John : 



Abbot 



John : 



Abbot 



John : 



Abbot 



John : 



Abbot 



"Tis true that penance is a mighty purge, 
And may it soon this evil wash away. 
But know there is one thing gives me unquiet 
And yet it may be vain imagining. 

Good John, if I can give thee peace in mind 
But tell me. What causes thy unquiet? 

Good father, give me chastisement if I 
In thought or word or deed another wrong. 
But hast thou not observed that every one 
Of our good brothers has sought thine advice 
Except Ljveda, lately come to us? 

Indeed, 'tis true, and I had not observed. 

Can we not think that he has not been snared? 

Pray God that he shall never be assailed 

By evils such as these; for even yet 

His body's strength is weak, not fit to fight 

Against temptations of the evil one. 



Yet he is undisturbed by anything 
Which doth affect our distressed brethren, 
And moves about with smile upon his face 
As though he found delight in what transpires. 
Would'st thou not think that he should feel remorse 
At suffering of his fellows? 



If he were in a normal state of health 
Indeed I should, but he is not, therefore 
We must forgive indifference found in him 
Towards his fellows' woes. 



Such have I thought and felt, but I cannot 
Shake off some strange presentiment which o'ercomes 
My normal peace and gives me cause to think 
And even fear that some great evil will 
O'ercloud our ancient Abbey and its monks. 

If it were that I knew thee not, good brother, 

I fain would think that thou wert either ill 

Or had some hatred for this stranger monk. 

Come, let thy mind find cheer in Holy Writ, 

A safeguard which keeps all from devilish pit. (exit). 
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John : 



Good Anthony, thou art a simple soul, 
Thy faith in erring man is most profound. 
Ah, could I generate such faith as thine 
To trust L,iveda, I would well find peace. 
There is great evil rising in our midst, 
But how and in what manner I know not. 
If mine own intuition I can trust, 
This stranger monk must be closely observed. 
For since he. came within this Abbey's walls 
A strange unholy fear has gripped my heart, 
And neither discipline nor penance has 
Left it unmoved, but rather heightened it. 
If he brings evil, let him then beware, 
For there is one in Childwall who will dare 
Forget he is a monk yet still a man 
And teach Liveda a lesson if he can. 



CURTAIN. 



Page Eleven 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



ACT II. 

Scene I : The Cloisters. Evening, before Vespers. 

{Enter Livedo, and' three other monks). 



Li veda : 

Take my advice and leave this dreaded place; 

If ye want freedom, claim it whilst ye may. 

Ye are but men, and pulsing through your veins 

Are strong desires to live and act like men. 

Then get ye hence into the thronged towns 

And there appease the_ curbed desires ye have 

In gaiety and pleasure, and forget 

These gloomy walls and cells. 
Matthew : 

How shall we pass through Abbey's oaken door 

When there are postulants who do observe 

All who shall come and go? 
Simon : 

Yea, true, and if we were to voice desire 
Unto the Abbot, he in righteous wrath 
Would punish us with extra penance and 
Confine us close to cells. 
Michael : 

The good Liveda gives us sound advice. 
Why should we waste our young and manly strength 
In these cold walls when there is life beyond? 
Liveda : 

And subtle food which fills the soul with fire 
More warming than the fare provided here. 
Come, waste not time but get ye hence this hour, 
Delays were ever dangerous, scale the wall. 
Matthew : 

The wall is some ten feet in height methinks, 
Therefore shall Simon scale it first, aided 
By myself and you, and then upon your shoulders 
Shall I mount and follow them. 



Li veda : 



Trio 



Li veda 



Then go ye quickly to the wall that bounds 
The Childwall Road, but go not together 
But singly and with caution; wait me there. 

We shall, good brother. {exeunt), 

What trusting fools! There's nought for them beyond 
These walls but death; and yet their sturdy forms 
Can well supply what subtle food I seek. 
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LlVEDA 



And there are others too who shall in turn 
Supply me with my wants. L,iveda lives 
Whilst he can still retain this human form. 
I'll follow them and lure them into net 
Of my own weaving, and entangled thus 
I'll use them as I will. 

What gives to man his moods, desires, life, 

But running streams of crimson blood and in 

That selfsame blood are records of the past. 

When blood is fed by blood, the human frame 

Is spared the toil of churning all the dross 

From solid food. And as all men possess 

Within themselves the records of their race, 

Then he who feeds on blood participates 

In records from the one who yields his blood. 

The man who has within his veins mixed blood, 

Made up from many races of the past, 

Has all the traits which make for genius. 

The mongrel hound displays intelligence 

More marked than the pampered thoroughbred. 

And there are men who boast of purple blood 

With traits not far removed from the beasts. 

The blood is life and closely allied to 

The air of Macrocosm. As the air 

Is fraught with wonderful and mystic beings 

Like demons, angels, Elemental life, 

So does the tinctured red of blood contain 

The very life in temperament fourfold. 

The blood determines all our varied moods, 

As sanguine, melancholic, choleric or 

The phlegmatic, and makes us what we are. 

Liveda lives when he can drink of blood 

Fresh from the veins of sturdy living men, 

For they supply him with an added strength 

And help his form to longer walk the earth. 

Here then in Childwall subtle food I seek 

And to be found among the pious, meek, (exit). 



CURTAIN. 
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ACT II . 



SCENE II 



The next evening. The monks are drinking and singing and 
behaving riotously. Liveda sits and smiles. 

o 

Monks (sing) : 

There was an Abbot fat and gay 

Who could not ride an ass, 
Yet he could eat more in one day 
Than twenty monks, alas ! 

One day on stomach . he was stung 

By some unfriendly bee, 
His flesh it swelled and overhung, 

His feet he could not see. 

The Queen Bee passing by espied 

The Abbot on his back, 
Said she " For days I have not hived, 

'Tis very true, alack ! " 

She settled down upon the spot, 

Said : " This is soft and warm. 
Of honey we can make a lot, 

I'll wait here for the swarm." 
And when the Abbot - - 

(The Abbot rushes- in, followed by John). 



Abbot 



Silence ! 



A Monk 



Abbot 



'Tis the Abbot. 

In the name of God and His Blessed Saints, 
I bid ye cease. What evil spirits now 
Possess your souls that ye do make of God's 
Most Holy House, a bedlam? 



A Monk 



John 



Abbot : 



" There was an Abbot ---'". 

(John rushes forward and takes him roughly by the 
shoulders and says: — ) 

Unto thy cell and if thou can'st not walk 
I'll make thee crawl, for thou art truly beast. 

(The monk staggers out, watched by John. The others 
begin murmuring loudly). 

Brethren, in God's name, why do ye this? 

Have ye forgotten your most holy vows? 

Such conduct shall bring down the wrath of heaven. 

I charge ye to recount all that ye know 

Of that which appertains to frightful cause 

Of such unholy behaviour. Come, speak. 
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A Monk (drunkenly) : 

'Twill pass, good father, this has come on us 
In manner strange and warrants no solution. 

Abbot : 

I will have the truth. There stands among ye 
One or more who has concealed within the 
Mind, the full and dreaded knowledge of all 
This. By all the Holy Powers I do 
Command ye now, reveal what must be 



mown. 



John 



Brothers, let me entreat ye to reveal 
Who is behind all this. Is it - - 
(a monk rushes in). 
Monk (breathless) : 

Good father, I have seen a dreadful sight, 
Ah, could 1 close my eyes and shut it out. 
May God give peace unto their souls. 



Abbot : 



Monk 



What hast thou seen? What sight more dreadful could'st 
Thou witness than the one before us now? 



Our brothers- 
Dead ! 



-Matthew, Simon and Michael — 



Omnes : 

Dead ? 

Abbot (agitated) : 

For God's sake, speak more. 

Monk : 

Last night, about the hour of nine, were seen 

The bodies of our brothers swaying in 

Ghastly rhythm to the night wind, hanging 

By their necks from three sturdy oaks but half 

A mile from here. 'Tis but within the hour 

1 was informed, and doubting what I heard 

I did proceed unto the spot and learned 

The truth of what I have revealed. 

There, facing three cross-roads, their bodies swing. 

Abbot (holding his cross on high, the brethren kneel) : 
Almighty God, Who knowest all_ things 
And art just in Thy dealings with mankind, 
Give Thy poor servant strength in this sad hour 
To scourge the evil which pollutes Thine house. 
Thou hast witnessed the desecration of 
Thine Holy Sanctuary ; therefore give power 
That I may punish all the evil-doers 
Of these deeds. If there be demon dwelling 
In our midst, let him be cast out and peace 
Once more prevail in our sacred retreat. 
Domine ad adjuvandum me festina (*) 
Gloria Patri et Filio et Spiritui Sancto. 
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Omnes 



Abbot : 



John : 



Abbot : 



John 



Abbot 



Amen. {Livedo just smiles as lie kneels). 

* (0 L,ord, make haste to help me). 
{The brethren retire with bowed heads. At a signal from 
the Abbot, John and the monk who brought the news remain) 

What have I done to bear such weight as this? 
Three brothers dead in tragic circumstance, 
And for what reason they did hence depart 
None can tell. One folly on another 
Brings a score. 

Good father, we do share this fell burden 
Which mars thy peace and ladens deep sorrow 
Upon our house. Yet all these things have a cause. 
That cause we seek and in the seeking must 
Spare none, not e'en ourselves, until we have 
Brought evil-doers to boot. 

So shall it be, but first the sorrowful task 
Of cutting down the bodies from the trees, 
Transporting them into our Abbey's vaults, 
And there to offer up our solemn prayers 
For their misguided souls. And more still. 
By means of prayer and incense consecrate 
The cross-roads. Goest John with Henry here, 
Bring them back, cut them gently down, be not 
Observed by any village folk. 

Ah, could I bring them back with pulsing life 

I would give ten years of my mortal span 

And then learn from their lips the rightful truth 

Of him who is the cause of their fell deaths. {exit). 

Is there some grievous fault within myself, 
That such a pall like Hecate of the night 
Envelopes me within her gloomy spells 
And asks for sacrifice not lambs and dogs, 
But men who sought for union with their God. 
God let me weep and through hot tears relieve 
My ill-starred soul of overburdened grief. {exit). 



i 






CURTAIN. 
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ACT II ■ 



SCENE III 



John : 



L I VEDA 

John : 



IvIVEDA 



- 



John : 

.Livsda : 
John : 

L,IV£DA 



The Cloisters. 

Discovered : John in heated discourse with L-iveda. 
o 

Thou art an odious fiend that hoverest o'er 

Altars flaming with consuming victims. 

Thy malformed feet do surely stand in hell, 

Thy head, menacing, towers unto heaven, 

Thy breath, so hot and foul, but breathes murder. 

Thou ignorant fool, I will be avenged 
And cast such insults back into thy teeth. 

Liveda, have a care, the day will come 
When all the innocent blood that thou hast spilt 
Shall overflow thee with immortal terror 
And deluge thee in all thy wicked sins. 
Thou shalt before the L,ord in doleful cries 
Supplicate thyself and cry for mercy. 
Then in that awful moment thou shalt fear 
What judgment shall be meted out to thee. 

Fool, fool, speak not of that which ne'er exists, 
Conception of a God was but conceived 
By man to make men fear their own misdeeds. 
Thou walk'st through labyrinths of entangled error 
And like a child who sits on parent's knee 
Enraptured art by simple stories told. 

Is there not any spark of Spirit left 
In thee? Art thou all, fiend, or can we reach 
Some small redeeming part which can repent 
Of dreadful wickedness? 

As every man doth choose what course he takes, 
So I do mine; therefore depart thee hence 
To thine own tasks and meddle not in mine. 

Wilt thou relent and follow saner course 
And thus return unto the fold of God? 

The course I follow is my very life, 

And shall I follow it unto the end. 

If thou art mindful to believe in God 

Such is thy choice and so it pleases thee; 

And for my part I have no such belief 

In that called God, so leave me to my course. 
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John : 

If I had power to curb such blasphemy 
I would compel thee cringe upon thy knees 
And crave a pardon from Almighty God. 

Li veda : 

Where is thy God to give thee such a power 
But in false dreams and foolish childish mind? 
Go, call upon this God, demand that He 
Shall strike Liveda for. his blasphemy. 

John {rushes at Livedo) : 

Thou fiend of hell, I'll 

{enter Abbot). 



--BBOT 

John : 

Abbot : 
John : 

Li veda 

John 
Abbot : 

John : 

A BBOT 

John : 
Abbot : 



John 



What are these heated words, good brother John, 
And why does thou menacing hand uplift 
To strike thy brother? 

In righteous cause. There stands a blasphemer. 

A blasphemer? Who? 
Liveda. 

Good Abbot, brother John has heated spleen 
Which he doth turn against me, for what cause 
Only he himself doth know, and I demand 
Protection in the future from his wrath. 

Unholy liar, if I could wring the truth 
From - - - 

John, I do command thee to refrain from 
Such impassioned outburst. Hast thou lost all 
Reason to vent spleen against a sick man? 

Oh God! Is there not reason? 

Is not thy work to comfort all the sick, 
To succour and defend the erring, weak? 

Did'st thou not hear? 

Yea, I did hear thy threatening words, good John, 
Which come not from thy true and gentle self, 
But from some other self which has evolved 
Through loosened spleen; then rid thyself of it 
Ere it shall master thee. 

Good father let me entreat thee - - - 



f 



I 
I 
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LlV^DA 
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Aye, ask the father for forgiveness as 

I do forgive thee wrong thou hast done me. 
John : 

Thou lying fiend, dost thou - - - 
Abbot (sternly) : 

John, since thou wilt still persist in this 

Get thee to thy cell and there repent. 
John : 

Oh, most foul wickedness ! God give me strength 

To it endure. (rushes out). 
Liveda : 

Good father, I thank thee for timely aid, 

For had'st thou not have entered, who can tell 

How far the brother John had vent his spleen 

Upon my weakened body? 
Abbot : 

'Tis strange how brother John has changed so. 

Didst thou in any wise by lapse of tongue 

Give rise to this fell ire? 
Li veda : 

Good father, no, I merely did debate 

On most holy subjects, but methinks 

He were not pleased when I out-discoursed him. 
Abbot : 

And yet he is good scholar, has discoursed 

With ease on sacred subjects without heat. 

(The Abbot fumbles with a bandage). 
Liveda : 

Perchance he did Good Abbot, art thou hurt? 

(Liveda sees the blood on the hand of the Abbot. He 
rushes forward and grasps the Abbot's hand and attempts 
to lick the blood). 

Abbot (startled, but speaking firmly) : 

Brother Liveda, away unto thy cell. 

Who is to blame, thy consciences will tell. 

(Liveda moves off, looking frightened). 



Abbot : 



Rebuke me not, good God, for thoughts which I 
Now generate within my troubled mind. 
For I have seen a beast in human form, 
Whose lust insatiate is for blood of men. 
And yet he bides in holy house of Thine. 
O help me, God, to reason out these things 
And guide me in the manner best to cope 
With evils much beyond my comprehension. 



CURTAIN. 
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ACT IIL 



Scene 1 : A Street. 



1st Woman : 

There is much gossip which if it be true 
Doth say the monks have turned to evil ways, 
That they have o'erstepped bounds and do defy 
The Abbot and the laws of Holy Church. 

2nd Woman : 

God mend their ways. What hopes for us if they 
Whose lives were sanctified to holy works 
Can turn their course to evil? 

1st Woman : 

What can'st thou expect? We live in such a time 

When even Kings will_break the law 

They swear in all solemnity to keep. 

This Richard, if be what is said of him, 

Is a tyrant. They say his mind is warped 

Just like his form, hook-backed, hook-shouldered and 

Splay-footed, whose eyes are goggled in a 

Face as small as any child's. This monster, 

It is said, doth use the Church for purpose 

Of extracting wealth to fill his purse and 

When the Church doth squeeze our purses dry 

This King calls out for more. Small wonder then 

There's trouble in the Church. 

2nd Woman : 

'Tis said his wife was poisoned and the blame 
Falls on his head. There is some truth in this 
For I hear from one of Stanley's serfs 
That Richard casts his eyes towards his niece, 
And as she will not to his amours list 
He threatened her with rape. 

1st Woman : 

How knows the serf of Stanley this? 

2nd Woman : 

He overheard two Lords in close converse 
In the Earl of Derby's garden. 

1 st Woman : 

Of false appearance is this sovereignty. 
Where is the boasted justice, power and right, 
When they oppose the freedom of our hearts? 
Still they prevail and we are made the fools 
And slaves to their desires. O wicked times ! 
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2nd Woman : 

Evil times indeed ! 'Twould almost seem the 
Wickedness of the King and his fell lords 
Has entered Holy Church. Who is there then 
Can stay the evil? 

1st Woman : 

The good God surely. For He is mighty 
And though of plenty he doth give us scope 
To mend our ways, if we will hearken not 
Unto His word then we do reap the much 
As we have sown for good or ill. But see, 
Here comes the Mistress Halsall. What's amiss? 
She is not wont to walk this time o' day. 
Good day to ye, Mistress Halsall. 

Mistress Halsall: 

Aye, it be good, for which the Lord be 

Praised. He gave us day with sunshine and hope, 

But with the night the terrors and despair. 

2nd Woman : 

What strange speech is this, good Mistress Halsall? 
And why art thou so early out of doors? 

Mistress Halsall: 

To make the most of day, for in the night 

There's terror here. I have seen the ghosts of 

The departed monks, neath silver moon fly 

Past, their ghostly heads lying on their shoulders limp 

And glassy eyes from sockets staring wild 

But seeing not. 

1st Woman : 

But where was this? 

Mistress Halsall : 

There by the three cross-roads where from the oaks 
Their bodies swung not many days ago. 

2nd Woman : 

Thou mean'st that they were hanged? 

Mistress Halsall : 

Aye, hanged, all of them. 

1 st Woman : 

Three holy fathers hanged (crosses herself) but by whose hand? 

2nd Woman : 

The Abbot surely would not dare. 

Mistress Halsall: 

Nay, God forbid, for he doth mourn their loss 
And I have heard that he hath sworn an oath 
To seek no rest until he fathoms out 
The evil cause. The monks are close confined 
Unto their cells, and liberties withheld 
Until he bids them sally forth again. 
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1 st Woman : 

Good Mistress Halsall, thou who seest much, 
Pray tell us, what has wrought this evil here? 

Mistress Halsall : 

A very beggar and a wretch indeed 
Who sought in Childwall holy sanctuary. 
He did break in upon the Abbey's peace 
For succour there, one perishing for want 
Whose hunger had not tasted food for days 
And humbly asked for . charity's dear sake 
For rest and food and drink ; and with him came 
The terror. 

1 st Woman : 

But who is this of whom thou speak'st? 

Mistress Halsall : 

One who has come in garb of holy monk 
Yet is the very Satan in himself. 

2nd Woman : 

Is he a man? 

Mistress Halsall : 

He has the look of man. But devils can 
Take any garb, be it man or beast. 

1 st Woman : 

Good mistress, art thou sure there's truth in this? 

2nd Woman : 

Knows not the Abbot who he is? 

Mistress Halsall : 

Nay, not yet, but he will surely know when 
Other evils come unto his door. 

1st Woman : 

But can we not the Abbot give warning? 

2nd Woman : 

Yea, surely. 

Mistress Halsall : 

Nay, God fashions all things in His own way. 
Wait. But do not venture forth when sun is 
Down, for every shadow of the night is 
Fraught with evil. 



CURTAIN 
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ACT III 



■ SCENE. II 



John : 
Abbot 
John : 

Abbot 
John : 

Abbot ; 
John : 



Abbot 



John : 



Abbot 



O most unholy sight, 'tis horrible, 

The Blessed Virgin help us in this hour. 

John, John, what is amiss? Thou art like death. 
What hast thou seen? Come, speak and with all haste. 

Good Father, I have seen a ghastly thing 
Which calls for holy vengeance from on high; 
The majesty and sacredness of death 
Have been despoiled. 

In God's name, speak, John. 

Our late Brothers, lying there in death who 
Were in peace enshrouded in cerements 
Of white, are all disturbed and from their sides 
Have been removed their hearts. O piteous sight ! 

Their hearts removed? 

Some fiend incarnate, bloody in his deeds, 
Doth here abide and works his evil will 
Not only on the living, foul enough, 
But desecrates the good departed that 
They find no peace in death. 

Who could dare to desecrate the dead and 

Bring upon himself the wrath of God? 

God's peace with us, no Monk would do such thing. 

And yet Fiveda smiles at slumbering dead, 
No sorrow's throb or tears of pity move 
His unperturbed heart. Good Father, heed 
Since this strange monk into our Abbey came 
Our peace is lost and shadows worse than night 
Have cast a pall upon us, sinister 
And we have witnessed things born not of God 
But fashioned from the depths of deadly hell. 

Good Brother, be guarded in thy speech, 
You have no proof in full which places guilt 
Upon Fiveda, yet shall, a watch be 
Kept upon this monk, and if 'tis proven 
He has hand in this, then unto civil power 
He must be passed and suffer punishment. 
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John: 



Abbot : 



John : 



Abbot 



Think'st thou the wiser course would be, that 
Our own two selves a vigil strict should keep 
And tell no other of our purpose? 

It may be best. We shall divide the day 
And night into convenient hours to suit 
Our purpose, yet exercising care lest 
He or any other have suspicion 
Of our will. 



What of the bodies of our late Brothers? 



we 



Tohn 



Abbot 



Alas, the laws of Holy Church decree 
That he who takes the life which God gave 
Can find no place in consecrated ground. 
The bodies of our late Brothers must be 
Interred in some stranger ground than this. 
May the bright spirit at the gate of heaven 
Have compassion on their souls and admit 
Them to the great abode of bliss. 

Amen to that. 

Come, though ghastly be the sight, I must see 
The desecration wrought upon their frames. 
At every Mass and Vesper for a week 
Shall we pray for the repose of their souls. 



him 



{exeunt). 



CURTAIN. 



ACT III - . SCENE m 

The Chapel. Evening. 

Discovered : the Abbot and John watching Liveda who has just 

entered and is walking towards the Altar steps. 



John (whispers) : 

Observe, he walks as though he were in dream, 

And now he mounts the sacred Altar steps. 
Abbot : 

He stoops upon the third seeking something. 
John : 

Nay, nay, he marks some sign upon the step. 

Soft, he mumbles words unto himself. 
Abbot : 

Or to some unknown presence. 
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John : 
Abbot : 

John : 
Liveda 



Abbot : 

John : 

Abbot 
Liveda 

Li veda 



Abbot 
John : 

Abbot : 



Perhaps unto the demons like himself. 

What can his purpose be unless to pray, 
Perchance in mind we may do him much wrong, 
For proof of evil doings we have none. 

List, he raises his voice - - 

In the name of Beelzebub I call 

The souls of Matthew, Simon, Michael 

Unto this place. Come, come, in me ye are 

As one (makes a sign). The blood and life which once you had 

Do circulate through me; I have you bound. 

Therefore come forth and do what is my will, 

And when 'tis done, I shall return your hearts 

Unto your bodies lying in the vaults. 

Almighty God and all His Blessed Saints 

Prevent this desecration of our house. 

Give me the power to stop this Magic foul 

And cure this sorcerer of his evil deeds, (crosses himself). 

'Tis Magic of the blackest and we must 
Be patient yet. Here is an evil power 
Perhaps most strong, but we have still no proof 
If it succeeds and brings about his will. 

Aye, true. Soft, he calls again. 

In the name of Satan and his legions 

I command ye to come forth or else I - - - 

(Murmurs and whisperings are heard and then the ghosts 
of the three dead monks appear). 

'Tis well that ye obey. Now gather round 
And let your consciousness absorb my thoughts, 
That what I shall decree will come to pass 
And when 'tis carried out you shall be free. 

(Livcda speaks in a low voice to the ghosts). 

(attempts to rush towards Uvcda but John holds him back) 
This fiend shall be estopped - - - 

Good father, patience, have we not the proof 
To bring this evil incubus to book. 

Incubus, yea, well now I have the key 
Wherewith to break the power of foul demons. 
God help his soul if he is but obsessed, 
Yet if he be true demon he is damned. 
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Tohn : 



Abbot : 



Abbot : 



John 



He speaks yet his words are inaudible. 
See, he appears to be dismissing the ghosts. 

He moves away, let us not be observed. 

(Livedo slowly comes down the Altar steps and moves out) 

That I should live to witness deeds as these ! 
Yet if my life be forfeit in the task 
Of curbing them, my soul shall rest in peace. 
Good Tohn, what made thee say "Incubus"? 



I know not, good Father, the word slipped out. 
Abbot : 

Methinks the good Lord moved thy lips to speak 

In answer to my call. A manuscript 

Quite ancient I possess which gives the key 

To- bind the Incubi and other ghouls. 

I shall peruse it and take careful note 

What it defines. Thus by this manuscript 

We shall outwit the evils of Liveda. 

John : 

Pray God we can. Hark ! 

(a fearful scream is heard). 
Abbot : 

In heaven's name, who can it be? 
(Brother Ambrose rushes in). 
Abbot : 

Ambrose, stop, what is amiss? 

Ambrose (falling to his knees) : 

Holy father, help me, help me ! 
John : 

What is it? Speak. 

Ambrose : 

We are bewitched. 

Abbot (looking at John) : 

Bewitched? What nonsense! Explain. 

Ambrose : 

As we walked the cloisters in holy thought 
We heard strange mocking cries, observed - - - 

Abbot : 

Come, come, observed what? 

Ambrose : 

Three bleeding hearts which did pursue us. 

John : 

How could three hearts pursue thee? 

Ambrose : ■ 

By my immortal soul, 'tis true. 
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Abbot : 

How many of ye saw this sight? 

Ambrose : 

Six, good Father, and two of our dear Brothers 
Are rolling on the ground foaming at mouth. 
I rushed into the Abbey calling thee 
And then at last did find thee here. 



Abbot 



Be calm, my son, and take us to the place 

Where thy sick Brothers lie. Precede us. 

(To John). All this shall end and we shall waste no time 

That manuscript, good John, shal'l save us all. (exit). 



CURTAIN. 



Abbot 



1 1)1 IX 



Abbot 



John 



Abbot 



ACT III - 

Outside Liveda's cell. 



SCENE IV 



— 0- 



If that manuscript in its words be true 
Then this garlic and rosemary will bind 
Liveda to his cell, for it mentions 
This : That if such herbs as these are sprinkled 
Along the pathway frequented by those 
Known to be vampires, ghouls or dead demons 
Their further progress will be retarded. 

But how can simple herbs bring this to pass? 
What magic power lies in these things which j 

The sun claims privilege in it and it is 

Under the celestial Ram. The Sun gives 

Light and life and powerful 'tis 

To light up darkness and where evils hide 

Wherefore this herb which is named Rosemary, 

In evil and dark places sheds the power 

Of wondrous Sun. 

And what of Garlic? 

This is a herb most influenced by Mars 
Which sends ill-favoured vapours to the brain. 
And those who are oppressed by melancholy 
This herb will attenuate the humour, 
Send unto the head peculiar fancies, 
Weaving visions which stupefy the sense 
And clear the mind of what was there before. 
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John: 

Abbot : 

John : 
Abbot ; 

John : 

Abbot : 
John : 
Abbot : 



If Liveda is a Vampire or ghoul 

He will not have the power to cross his door 

Whilst these two herbs are placed along his path. 

No ghost or vampire will perambulate 

Before the hour of sunset nor abide 

After sunrise. Of one thing_we are certain : 

Liveda in the day is normal man, 

But we have yet to prove in other hours 

If he be demon or dreaded vampire. 

'Tis near the hour of six, we soon shall know, 
And if 'tis true, we have him surely bound. 

If he be what we think he is, I pray 

God give me power to save his erring soul. 



Li veda 



Abbot 



Does a vampire possess a soul ? 

It is my fervent wish he is but man. 
Far better then with human frailty deal 
Than deadly forces of the evil one. 

Quiet, be cautious, his door is opening now. 
Behold, he comes. 

But see, he sniffs the air with some disgust. 

And now annoyance shows upon his face. 

'Twould almost seem that he were a demon 

And that the magic power of mixed herbs 

Held him in check. My God, observe his face. 

(Livedo, having sniffed the herbs, starts back. A fiendish 
look is in Ids eyes. He looks to his right and left but does 
not cross the threshold of his cell. Suddenly he snarls, 
then says : — ) 

O Abbot of Childwall, thou art doomed 

And all who follow thee. Know that I am 

A spirit of evil and 'tis my desire 

To ruthlessly destroy all who oppose 

My deep intent. Therefore I warn ye both 

Remove those herbs and then perchance I may 

Spare ye. 

Never. Ljveda, if thou art a man 
And do possess a soul, then list to me. 
Hast thou made pact with any evil one? 



Page Twenty-Height 



Printed image digitised by the University of Southampton Library Digitisation Unit 



Liveda : 



John : 



Abbot 



I warn thee, Abbot, meddle not in this, 

But clear my path of these foul stinking herbs. 

I am an evil spirit with great power 

And can destroy ye all if ye oppose 

What I have sought to do. I bid ye spell 

My name reversed and from it truly learn 

Just what I am. 



Liveda — a devil 
Was true. 



Then what I thought 



Tohn : 



Li veda : 



Liveda : 



I will not move this magic from thy path, 
For now I learn thou art possessed of evil 
I do exhort thee leave this holy place, 
Return unto the regions whence thou cam'st. 

(The Abbot holds his crucifix aloft and recites the 
Agnus Dei). 

(At this Liveda retreats into his cell and tries to close his 
door but John places his. bulky-form against it and says : — ) 

No, no, Liveda, we have other place 

In which thou shalt abide. Resign thyself 

Unto thy gate. 

Ye sons of Hell, keep back, I will ye curse 

(John has a severe struggle, finally he forces the door and 
falls in on top of Liveda. The Abbot rushes into the cell. 
They struggle and Liveda throws John against the wall, then 
he rushes at the Abbot, knocks him down, and tears at the 
Abbots throat with his teeth. Blood rushes from the Abbot) 



John : 



Subtle food, subtle food. 

(John rushes at Liveda but the latter holds hard, John 
cannot, tear him away. The Abbot appears to be choking. 
John shouts : — ) 



Help, help, for God's sake ! 

(Three monks rush in and tear Liveda away). 
John (breathless) : 

Take him away and chain him in the vaults. 

(Liveda is ghastly pale and his lips are covered with blood. 
John rushes to the Abbot and lifts him tenderly. Other 
monks rush in and John says : — ) 



Tohn : 



Carry our father to his room. Lift him gently 
And take him to his couch. I shall return 
When I have seen Liveda safe confined. 
(all exeunt). 



CURTAIN 
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ACT IV. 



Scene" 1 : The Abbey Vaults, 

{Livedo is chained to the wall. 



John is cautioning him). 



Tohn : 



Li veda 



John : 



If thou art devil grieve not at thy fate, 

For Satan he was bound a thousand years. 

Whilst thou art bound in chains though not as strong 

As his, yet shall they keep thee close confined 

And stay thy hand from murderous intent. 

Release me, John, my madness it has passed 
And never more shall I so foolish be. 
But I shall ever seek the quiet of cell 
And serve the Lord in solitude and prayer. 



No, here thou must abide. Thou art not safe 
From sunset, to sunrise, therefore thou must 
Accept this penance just, until the dread 
Demon which besails thee is cast out. 
Li veda (struggling) : 

John, John, unloose these chains that I may move 
My limbs and feel the surging life through them. 
Think what it means to bide in this cold place 
With walls and floor of stone. 



John : 

LlVEDA 

John : 
Li veda 
John 

Liveda 
John : 
Liveda 



'Twill be the better for thy soul, therefore 

Be content. Thou wilt not lack food and drink 

For it shall served be three times a day. 

Food and drink? What kind? 

No more, no less than what the others have. 

And who will bring my food? 

Although thou art in chains, 'twere better that 

Three Brothers do attend corporeal wants, 

For in thy madness thou hast strength of three. 

Ah! Three Brothers! Subtle food! (delighted). 

And / myself shall supervise their work. 
(infuriated) : 

Thou breeder of bets, Castiliano_ 
Vulgo, thou coney-catcher, thou would'st give 
Me a clack dish in the stead of wholesome 
.Subtle food. I'll be avenged avaunt thee. 

(tugs at his chains as though to get at John). 
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John : 



Livbda : 



Pray spare thy strength to fight against thyself. 

What I have done is but to help thy soul. 

But if I did forget I were a monk, 

I would thy loathsome body tear to shreds, (exit). 



The good John (sarcastically) of fine and noble nature ! 

Oh blind and foolish Abbot, can'st thou see 

Tis pregnant with venom, black in nature, 

Which he doth cover by his priestly robe. 

By all the fiends of hell I'll be avenged 

And squeeze him dry of all his churlish life. 

I shall entangle everyone of them 

In subtle net more strong than spider's web. 

Come, come, the night and Hecate : give me strength 

To loose the demon spirits of the air 

And let them lead me to the Abbot's bed 

There to make end of what I have begun. 

Lagumen Emmanuel therefori 

Mechslag laigel Yazi Zazael. 

(Liveda is seen stretching forth his manacled hands, eyes 
looking upraised as the curtain drops). 



CURTAIN. 



ACT IV 

Tiveda in the Vaults. 



SCENE II 



Li vuda : 



Poor fools to think they can by mortal chains 
Keep me fast bound; what of that self within 
Which has been fed by subtle food from man 
Which gives me power beyond the midnight hour 
To leave this frame of flesh and to inmesh 
Within a magic vortex other souls. 
The blood of holy monks is purer than 
The blood of other men, for they read much 
And reading breeds much thought ; they do apply 
Their thoughts to pious works which give content. 
And by their thoughts they do uplift their souls 
To high spheres which help them to contact 
Those subtle powers of elemental life. 
The powers of elemental life impress, 
The blood, why then 'tis elemental power. 
I draw from blood of monks and so I live. 
It is my life, my love, my pleasure all 
Who shall deprive Liveda of his life 
Must be opposed, and in opposing them 
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I must destroy.. My greatest obstacles 

Art time and sun, for whilst the sun is up 

He holds the sway and limits me to hours 

Which are but six from sunset to sunrise. 

Bah! What of that? I'll make much use of hours 

At my disposal and whilst I labour 

Shall I reign supreme. Am I not begotten 

From an Incubus and thus begotten 

Do I not excel the ordinary man? ii. 

If the God of Whom they speak created 

All beings, then surely I am of God. 

I have my limbs, my mind, my stature is 

As broad and filled as much as any man. 

Yet though I am a rational animal 

Have I not a more subtle nature 

Which gives me greater power within myself 

To make my fourfold elemental nature . .,■ 

Expand beyond myself and contact powers 

Beyond the normal man. (Clock heard in distance). 

"Tis midnight hour. 

My body hungers, needs must have its food 

And there is one who can supply my needs. 

The Abbot sleeps and they who sleep and dream 

Keep perfect balance of the crimson fluid 

Which is the life. The Abbot's life is mine 

And I will have it. I have yet some hours 

In, which to free myself from mortal chains 

And take of food which feeds my mortal frame. 

(Stage slowly darkening). 
Good Abbot, I come. Then let thy sleep be deep 
That I the better draw from well-filled veins 
That sustenance which now I must call mine. 

(Black-out curtain down.. The Abbot discovered on his couch. 

John is dosing on a, bench. Suddenly the Abbot screams. 

John pimps up with a start. The Abbot appears to be 

struggling and trying to push someone from him, his eyes are 

rolling in his head). 



John : 



John : 



Good father, weaken not thy body thus, 

Let my hand soothe thee back to normal sleep. 

Dreams are but phantasies, illusive things. 

Come, back to sleep and - - Holy Mother of God ! 

(John steps back. The Abbot has risen from his couch but 
he has the face of Liveda whose eyes gleam with satanic 
fire, lips red. Liveda makes for the throat of John but 
John pushes him away and says : — ) 

Stand back, Liveda, devil, tempt me not, 
Lest I my soul shall blemish with murder. 
(John backs to the door). 
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Li veda : 



John 



So thou would'st thwart me, thou drivelling 
Informer. Come, help supply the banquet. 



Thou unhouseled setebos, mousing wretch, 

No longer will I stay my pent-up wrath, 

But shed the blood now coursing through thy veins 

Robbed from industrious lives which had their worth 

On mother earth, and thou didst send them hence. 

{John rushes at Livedo) 
I'll tear this throat as though thou wert a rat. 

Ljveda {holding him at bay) : 

Ha, ha, good John, thou must not hasty be 

But rather give consideration and 

Rightful pause to such malicious threat. 

For as thou see'st, I have the Abbot bound 

And if thy dread intent is to kill me 

Why then two deaths will be upon thy head. 
John: 

Thou liest. Prepare, for in destroying thee 

The L,ord will purge my soul from any sin. 

{John moves quickly towards Livedo but stops suddenly. 
Livedo sees the dawn rising through the window and he 
cries out and falls to the floor. There is a black-oui and 
when the lights are up the Abbot is discovered on his bed 
looking very weak and pale. John is seated near him). 

Abbot {speaking as to himself) : 

The soul of Brother Liveda is saved. 

God has seen fit to pardon all his sins 

And with the dawn he has been transported 

To a greater place of rest than Childwall. 
John : 

What miracle is this that demons can 

On earth be doers of such evil deeds 

And then pass on to realms of blissful peace? 

{He calls from the door of the cell. Ambrose enters quietly 
looking frightened). 

Ambrose : 

You cal-led me, Brother? 

John : 

Good Brother, bide you here and watch the Abbot. 

Move not away until I do return, 

There's mystery here and much beyond my ken. 

But I must know if he lies yet in chains 

In Abbey's vaults below. 



CURTAIN 
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ACT IV 



SCENE III 



A Street in Childwall. The Abbey bells are tolling. 
(enter Mistress Halsall). 



Mistress Halsall : 

Their muffled sounds do make a joyous note 
And sound a freedom into all the hearts 
Of those who have been weighted by the hand 
Of tyranny. Yea (sings) The devil is dead. 
The devil is dead. 

(enter 1st and 2nd women). 

1st Woman : 

Thou art happy, Mistress Halsall, to-day 

Yet do the bells not ring in solemn note 

That someone has passed hence to heavenly place? 

2nd Woman : 

Alas, another monk departed has 

To heaven, and will to-day interred be. 

Mistress Halsall (sings) : 

The devil is dead, the devil is dead. 

1st Woman (to 2nd Woman) : 

How strange! What means she? 

2nd Woman (aside) : 

Methinks she is bereft of reason and 
Gives other meaning to the sound of bells. 

Mistress Halsall: 

Ha, ha ! Ye think that Mother Halsall's mad, 
But not so mad that she does not observe 
What passes here and in the world beyond. 

1st Woman: 

But dost thou not feel sorrow for the monk 
Who died within the Abbey one day since? 

2nd Woman : 

The stranger monk L,iveda, God rest his 
Soul. May heaven open wide her gates to 
Let him pass. 

Mistress Halsall : 

A devil, not a monk, has passed away. 
No longer shall he weave his fearful plots 
In shadow of the night and tempt the pious. 
The nameless he has gone. 

1st Woman: 

Of whom speakest thou? 

2nd Woman : 

Hast thou in mind father Liveda? 
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Mistress Halsall : 

Aye, indeed, Liveda, devil surely. 
If thou hast sense to spell his name reversed 
Then thou wilt find " a devil " ; yet he might 
Have called himself in these parts Richard -too. - 

1 st Woman : , T _ 

Richard, Richard, was that his Christian name? 

2nd Woman : 

Ah, Richard Liveda. 

Mistress Halsall : 

Ye would behind my back say I am mad, 
And children in the street do mock and cry 
" Old Mother Halsall, witch," and spit at me, 
But yet my eyes are keen enough to see 
What makes another's blind. For I have seen 
An angel spread its wings o'er Abbey's walls 
And heard the song of cherubs who rejoiced 
Because the hand of tyranny had passed 
From England. 

1st Woman: 

But this is most strange. 

2nd Woman : 

Good Mistress, speak, for though thy words are Strang* 
Methinks there is much reason in thy speech. 
Pray tell what doth lie behind thy words. 

Mistress Halsall : 

Liveda was a devil and he came 

To Childwall to work out his evil deeds. 

Did he not cause the death of three good monks, 

And fed himself with blood from their poor veins? 

Was he not goggle-eyed and humped of back? 

And were his feet not splayed, and had he not 

A withered arm? 

1st Woman : 

So we have heard. 

2nd Woman : 

But that was fault of birth. 

Mistress Halsall : 

Aye, that was fault of birth, but warped mind 

Comes not so much from birth as from Satan. 

That devil in the Abbey passed away 

Upon the hour that Richard, wicked King, 

AVas killed on Bosworth Field, and Richard was . 

As like to this Liveda in his form 

As pea to pea. The selfsame devil did 

Possess their souls and turned their minds 

To foul and murderous deeds. Now shadows pass 

And there is peace again, not only here 
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But in all England. Ye may call me mad, 

And with your bated breath decry me " witch." 

But I know what I know and God has willed 

To give gifts withal to hear and see 

Those things most hidden, yet concerning His , , 

Most holy word. So do the cherubs sing 

And heaven smiles once more upon our Church. 

Go ye in peace and think upon my words, 

For God's ways are beyond the mortal ken, 

And stranger are the beings He doth use 

To make His presence felt amongst mankind. (exit), 

1 st Woman : 

I am inclined to think that she speaks truth, 
Didst thou not note the fire within her eyes? 

2nd Woman : 

Yea, true, it seemed to pierce my very soul, 
And for a while I was transported up 
To unknown heights. 'Tis strange. 

1 st Woman : 

Come, let us seek our homes, then pause and think 
Upon these things which do our minds amaze. 
The so-called " mad " who utter words profound 
Make us wonder if we. ourselves are sound. 



CURTAIN. 



John : 



John : 



ACT IV < > SCENE IV. 

The Vaults. 

(The body of Livedo is seen still chained to the wall. He is 
dead, his body limp, but in death he smiles, but it is a smile 
of peace). 

o 

(John enters. The Monks arc heard singing in the distance) 

'Tis true, for there he lies in perfect peace. 
Oh, majesty of death and yet' tis birth 
Into a new and nobler sphere of life. 

(John falls on his knees and prays). 



Oh God, Thou Who lightest everything, 
Who see'st all the faults of erring men, 
Forgive Thy most unworthy servant who 
Did seek to stain his soul with murder foul. 
Have mercy, O God, Thou only art great. 
Domine, exaudi Orationem meam. 
Omnes (in the distance) : 

Et clamour meus ad te veniat. 

(Singing until fall of curtain). 

Thirty-six 
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